"From which direction was the wind blowing?" asked the blind man.
"Straight out of the west, Monsieur le Marquis."
The forefinger moved eastward, going up the stream towards its
source and came to rest at a bend. The Marquis's expression was like
that of a water-diviner who feels his twig bending.

"Well, that's where your stag is, Laverdure," he said. "He followed
the stream to conceal his tracks and moved down wind so that it blew
his scent forward of him, instead of carrying it back to the hounds. And
since a stag that has been hunted for more than five hours and then
takes to the water cannot leave it again, you know as well as I do that
that's where he must be, lying close in a bed of reeds no doubt."

"But, Monsieur le Marquis, it's impossible; there's an irrigation-sluice
blocking the stream; he couldn't have passed it. He must have taken
to dry land again. And casting up both banks hounds never found the
line. It's almost like witchcraft."

"You can say what you like, Laverdure. Somehow or other, I tell
you, your stag's there," the old man repeated. "I'm sure of it! When
my father was alive and I was a boy, in the days when stags used to
run towards Combe-aux-Loups more often than they do now, I can
remember taking many a stag at that spot."

Laverdure thought for a moment, sighing deeply.
"Well, in that case," he said, "if Monsieur le Marquis permits, I'll
just have something to eat, put a few of the freshest hounds in the van
and go back there. It mustn't be said we didn't do everything possible
to take it.5'

The blind man leaned back in his chair. He signed for his hunting-
box to be removed.

He was tired; his face suddenly looked sunken, and Jacqueline felt
a constriction at the heart.

When the huntsman and the butler had.left them, the blind man,
whose face had taken on a better colour, suddenly asked: "And where's
Gilon?"

"I think, Monsieur," replied De Voos, "that he must have gone
straight home to Montprely, and I must get back there myself."'

"How unfortunate," said the Marquis. "I very much dislike asking
servants to make a special effort without someone in authority being
present If I could only see..."

"But I'll go with Laverdure, Uncle, of course," cried Jacqueline.
"No, no, don't talk nonsense. You're tired."

"Not any more, Uncle, I promise you; I could start a day's hunting
all over again."

She was speaking the truth. The hope of taking the stag had renewed
^^er strength, and De Voos looked at her in astonishment.
"* , "I've got my car here, if you like," he said. "I'd like to see the busi-
ness through,"

260